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| remember... 


Author's Notes: 
Kinda sad and | got lazy towards the end because I've been up all night writing this. Writing's choppy and bad 
but | think that's kind of the point. Enjoy? 


| remember the day we met, the very first time | saw you. | think it was your back that | saw first, (you 
were talking to someone), and your hair was tied back in a ponytail and you had a guitar in your left hand and 
a beer in your right, cigarette dangling between your fingers. Of course, at the time | didn't know it was you 
and when you turned around to look at me I'm pretty sure | asked you where | could find a Mr. Laiho. Yeah, 
I'm almost positive | used the term "Mr. Laiho", and you started laughing at me, as did the guy you were 
talking to. It wasn't mean-spirited, no, more along the lines of pitiful because you were looking me over and 


quickly realizing that | didn't belong there at all. 


Then again, | was looking you over as well and almost thought you were fucking with me when you said that 
you were indeed "Mr. Laiho". You looked like a kid, and one who still had yet to hit puberty at that. Upon closer 
inspection | realized that the hint of stubble along your jaw and the small muscles in your arms gave away 


your true age, but still, you couldn't have been more than 5' 8" tall and 130 lbs. Your eyes were ringed heavily 


in black eyeliner and you were wearing black skinny jeans with some holes that might've been deliberate, maybe 
accidental, a result of overuse. | couldn't tell. Whatever the case, you were much too pretty to be this crazy 


metal guitar player, too.. cute. It was impossible to take a baby face like that seriously. 


| also remember the first time | heard you play guitar live, which might've been that same day, and all doubts 
were immediately erased. Apparently the same thing happened to you when | touched the keys. It ceased to 
matter that | stuck out like a sore thumb. | could play and | could drink, which was good enough for you. You 
were always simple like that: music and booze. The two things that mattered in the world when you were a 


young adult who'd dropped out of school and had only one real dream. 


| remember our first gig together, how when we were done you gave me a big hug and told me that | did a 
really good job. | don't know if you ever realized how important that was for me, and | always wanted to thank 


you for that. 


Afterwards we got really drunk and | think you started getting all sentimental and talked about all your 
personal shit, telling me every little thing about yourself that no one else knew. Of course, when | woke up | 
couldn't remember any of it, which made you so relieved Your face was so red when you finally broke down 
and begged me to never speak of what you'd apparently said the previous night ever again. | pled for you tell 
me what it was that you'd talked about, what terrible things you'd said but you refused, and | never did 
manage to get it out of you. To this day | still have no idea what we discussed that night. 


| remember when | started to feel like a real part of the band, when you actually chose to sit next to me and 
talk to me, put your arm around my shoulders, made me feel wanted. | always gravitated towards you, maybe 
because | found you somewhat beautiful or maybe because it was fate. | know you would laugh at that but 


hey, you never know. 


| remember when you walked into the studio with blond hair one day and | didn't even recognize you at first. | 
think | laughed at you then, told you that you looked like some glam metal guy. Years later you asked me if | 
still hated it and | lied and said I'd grown used to it because in reality | always loved it. You were hot with blond 


hair Alexi, and it's about time | came clean: | never actually hated your hair. 


| remember falling in love with you, slowly but surely, a growing passion that extended from our friendship, 
the feeling that you were so perfect, such a wonderful being that | never really wanted to be away from you. 
It seemed so natural a progression of feeling that | almost didn’t notice it and assumed that you must be 
reaching the stage where you wanted to kiss my lips too. Then | kind of snapped out of it and realized what 
had happened. | was spending almost every waking second with you and it had become so easy to tell you 
things and be myself that | almost just leaned in and did it that day we stayed in the bus and watched a 
movie, your head resting on my shoulder, thigh pressed up against mine. | know you'd know which day I'm 


talking about. 


| remember how you looked when we went to the beach after finishing the album, pale skin aglow, golden hair 
blowing out behind you, eyes sparkling and mouth all smiles. You grabbed my hand and walked along the sand 
that day, swinging our arms like a little kid. That's an image of you | never want to forget. That childlike 


happiness, satisfaction, the idea that we were young and living the dream and had our whole lives ahead of us. 


There was no rush. The world was ours. 


| remember the first time we kissed, drunken and sloppy. | more remember arguing the next morning about 
who actually kissed who first because neither of us were sober enough to remember properly. | never 


relented and even now Allu, IT WAS YOU! Not that it matters anymore. | think at the time | was just trying to 


devise more schemes that would get you drunk and sappy again. 


| remember your laugh. You had the most contagious laugh I'd ever heard and when you'd really get going, you 
know, for real, you just didn't stop. You could laugh and giggle for two hours straight, swear to god. Usually I'd 
try to stop you though out of fear that you weren't breathing in enough oxygen. Sometimes you'd crack 
yourself up and I'd find you in a room alone, laughing away at something you'd done or thought. Sometimes | 
acted annoyed by your constant laughter and told you to just shut up already. | regret saying that so much 
Alexi, you don't even know. What | wouldn't give to relive those moments and hear your laughter for hours on 


end... all of us, all of us laughing together, happy. The old times. | miss it Alexi. A lot. 


| remember back when Alexander left the band, and you put up this front of anger. You were pissed off that 
he just left, that he changed, blah blah blah, shit that was probably true. But | could see what the others 
couldn't, the overwhelming sadness and hurt you felt. | knew. And that night | was determined to confront you 
about it, catch you in the act, because | also knew that you cried yourself to sleep every night and clutched 


at your arms and rocked yourself back and forth. 


That night | crept over to that door, nearly closed with just a tiny crack open, and heard the pained sniffles 
inside, could feel the shame radiating outward from it. You hated showing weakness and you hated crying. | 
think you hated the fact that you actually had feelings altogether, that you were in fact a rather sensitive 
person. It humiliated you, hence the front you put up around the rest of us. That's why | wasn't prepared for 
what happened when | eased the door open silently, so silently that you didn't even so much as twitch a 
muscle in my direction. It was open enough to see through, to glimpse your face in the moonlight, partially 
illuminated and partially shadow. | wasn't prepared because I'd never seen you cry before. The effect was so 
angelic, so utterly heart-wrenching, that | almost backed out of the doorway immediately and forgot about it. 


But with your light hair and wet face shimmering in the darkness, | couldn't leave now. 


And yet it felt personal, like | was intruding on something that wasn't meant for my eyes, which | guess was 
exactly what was happening. | stood there and watched the tears stream down your face, lower lip quivering 
gently, for a good five minutes before making my presence known, before | could force my muscles to move 
forward. | think | sat beside you, the sinking of the furniture alerting you to the fact that someone had found 
you out, and you quickly tried to wipe away your tears and stop your body from shaking. All in vain, of course. 


You actually started to say something, angry words meant to hurt me so that I'd leave, a rough push to my 
chest letting me know that you were pissed that | came in here, embarrassed you, but your voice cracked 
rather painfully on the fourth syllable and you were unable to finish, arms too weak and shaky to effectively 
move me. It was one of the most heartbreaking things I'd ever heard, that crack in your voice when you were 


trying so hard to be strong. I'd never seen you vulnerable and weak before. 


As soon as that happened the tiny bit of fight just went out of you and you melted into my arms, sobbing 
quietly against my chest while | hugged you and petted your hair, whispering into your ear that | loved you, 
never forget that, and that it was okay, okay to cry and okay that Alexander had left, okay that you were 
soiling my favorite shirt with your tears. | told you that you were beautiful and that you were the best 
guitar player I'd ever heard. | don't even know, | wasn't good at comforting people who were upset. | think | just 


started throwing random compliments at you. 


When it finally seemed that you were calming down | held your face in my hands and kissed away all your 
tears, which greatly surprised you | think because it was first time I'd done anything remotely romantic with 
you when we weren't black out drunk, or at least intoxicated enough to pass it off as a mistake. It was funny 
because we both lived for those drunken mistakes. But yes, | kissed your little face and whispered words of 


love. It was the only thing | could think of to do. 


It was you, however, who leaned your forehead against mine and rested it there, warm breath hitting my face, 
for what seemed like hours but was probably only a few minutes. And then you began to bring your face 
forward, quite slowly but surely, until finally your lips brushed mine, danced across them for a few seconds, 
so soft and scared, before burying your face in my neck like that was the most embarrassing thing you'd 
ever done, your cheek burning a hole in my shoulder with its heat. 


| merely nudged your face up so that finally you were facing me again, although you refused to meet my 
eyes, and | pressed my lips to yours again. This time it was more of a lingering press than a brush, and | was 
running my fingers through your hair while we did it, trying to keep you calm. And then you smiled for the 
first time that night, a small, private smile of contentment that barely lifted the corners of your lips. 


We kissed until your lips were bruised and swollen that night, hands roaming over each other's bodies, just 
touching, feeling, needing the physical contact, and when we couldn't stay awake any longer you fell asleep 
curled up in my arms, head tucked under my chin and legs twined with mine. You whispered that you loved me 


too. 


| remember the first time | took you to dinner. You refused to call it a date and said | was being completely 
cheesy, but | didn't mind, because whenever I'd brush your knees with mine under the table, run a toe along 
your foot, your cheeks turned the most pretty shade of pink and you had to try not to smile, which was 
nearly impossible for you. We had a kind of innocent love then. Friendship tinted with romance, a bond that 
went slightly deeper than it should. It was pure. The kind of love where I'd peck your lips and you'd look around 
to make sure no one saw us, blushing furiously, or when I'd put my arm around you you'd shrink into me just 
a little, nestle into my side. We hugged a lot, just to feel each other, slept curled up next to each other, and 
just talked. There were even times that you seemed shy, which was another new sight for me. It was a puppy 


love of sorts. 


| remember the first time we made love, how unsure and scared you were. Sometimes you became a 
completely different person around me, insecure, quiet, always the quickest to blush and look away. It was a 


side of you that was solely for my eyes. You were worried about getting undressed, worried that | wouldn't 


like you, that you weren't manly enough, too small and petite. All this despite the fact that I'd seen you naked 


a million times. 


| kissed every square inch of your body that night to assure you that | loved every single piece of you and 
that you never had to feel nervous or embarrassed in front of me again 


| remember that time that | kissed you right in front of all our bandmates and road crew, sick of hiding from 
everyone like | was scared, which | wasn't. You were so mad at me that we didn't speak for two days straight. 
Everyone else was just wondering what the fuck was going on considering one minute we were kissing and the 


next you wouldn't even so much as look in my direction. 


On the second night you crawled into bed with me, eyes a little watery, saying how stupid you were and you 
were sorry, you loved me and definitely weren't ashamed of me. You begged me for forgiveness and of course 
| gave it, telling you | loved you too and that | should have talked to you about it first before doing that, blah 
blah blah and we made up and after that everyone in the band just kind of knew and accepted what was going 
on. We didn't shove it in their faces but we definitely didn't hide it either. It kind of just became an unspoken 
thing. 


| remember the times that we spent, just the two of us, sometimes watching movies, sometimes going on 
walks (every once in a while you'd let me hold your hand if you were in a good mood), sometimes just sitting 
next to each other, talking. | especially liked when we'd lay out under the stars looking up at the sky, most 
likely a little drunk. You'd either be curled up under my arm, nestling your head into my shoulder, or swatting 
my hands (that would be stroking your arm or running through your hair) away, acting all annoyed even 


though | knew you liked it. It really just depended on what type of mood you were in 


| always liked to be touching you, just that casual physical contact, brushing my fingers over your cheek or 
putting my arm around your waist. | thought I'd never lose you that way, so long as | had some sort of grip 
on you. You, on the other hand, automatically detested anything you saw as even slightly romantic. Sometimes. 
There were definitely other times where you were even more affectionate than me, standing on your tiptoes 
to peck my lips, hugging me every five seconds like you just couldn't bear to be out of my arms. | thought 


you were cute either way. 


We would have these really deep conversations under the stars on occasion, which was always special. 
Something about the open night sky and some beer made you open up and talk to me about your biggest 
dreams and fears. You were afraid of injuring yourself to the point where you couldn't play guitar and, if you 


were feeling really courageous, afraid of losing me. Of not being good enough for me. 
Those damn insecurities. 
If you said that, then I'd end up hugging and kissing you and telling you how much | loved you and how you 


never had to worry about anything so dumb because you were much better than | ever could be. It was true, 


even if you didn't believe it. 


| remember what a terrible cook you were. | mean, really fucking terrible. You tried to do something special 
once when you were in a lovey-dovey mood and make dinner for me. God was it terrible. | mean, | really 
appreciated the effort and thought it was super sweet but it was downright inedible. You couldn't even pretend 
it was good yourself. Instead | think we ended up feeding each other spoonfuls of store-bought ice cream, 
which you made a complete mess of. | licked it off of you, which made you laugh and complain that | was 
tickling you, so of course | started chasing you all around the place, tickling you until you teared up and begged 
me to stop, panting and laughing. 


That remains one of the best nights of my life. 


| remember when you got sick. How you said it was nothing but | just knew that something was wrong. But like 
| said, you hated showing weakness, especially in front of others, so no matter how long it lasted and how 


much worse it got, you refused to let me take you to the doctor. 


Weeks went by and the color was leaving your cheeks, which had gone from extremely pale to nearly 
translucent, and you weren't giggling anymore. You had this persistent fever that wouldn't quite go away and | 
rarely saw you anymore because you were spending so much time sleeping. | mean, you always slept in, 
sometimes until the late afternoon or early evening, but that would be because you stayed up all night and 
partied. Now you just woke up for the show and went back to sleep with a mumbled "tired, love you". And even 


during the shows you were weak, barely moving across the stage, eyes dull, just plain tired. 


Sometimes I'd try to wake you up just to make you eat something because you were losing so much weight, 
and you would do it for me, slowly making your way through soup or a sandwich or even pizza if that's what 
you wanted, and then you'd go right back to sleep, almost as if you couldn't even help it, like it wasn't your 


choice. 


And yet | still caught you climbing into the shower sometimes and I'd cringe when | saw the vertebrae in your 
spine twist and your hip bones pop out to frame a concave stomach. Then you'd notice me and give me an 
apologetic look, big gray eyes seeming just slightly too large for your face with your cheeks all hollowed out 
and the dark circles outside of your carefully applied eyeliner. Still beautiful of course but a more frail beauty. 


Finally | dragged you to a doctor, forcing you to get up at an "ugodly hour", because things were getting 
ridiculous and | just wanted my Alexi back. They ran a few tests, whatever, and sent us off with "it's probably 


stress and overwork but we'll have your test results in a few days". 

You just went back to sleep. 

You had this eternal youth about you, as if you'd never grow old. Sometimes | think you thought yourself 
indestructible. No matter what happened you'd always move past it and nothing could stop you. Wildchild. It's 
almost as if you couldn't understand consequences, like the world was yours for the taking and you could do 


whatever the fuck you wanted with no repercussions. You just didn't grasp the concept of danger. 


Even when we went back to that goddamn office and the doctor gave us that look, that look of sympathy and 


regret, when he started throwing around words and phrases like "tested positive" and "pretty advanced" and 
"not much we can do" and "maybe a few months, maybe", you didn't seem to believe it. As in you honestly 


thought everything would be fine and this would just be another broken wrist that would heal with time. 


| was silent just out of pure.. shock? Disbelief? Perhaps more like a refusal to believe. It was just.. 


unfathomable to me. Incomprehensible. It still is. 


| remember asking what we were supposed to do. To cure it, of course. Get rid of it and move on right? | 


mean, these were highly paid, educated people. They would have to know what to dol 


| only caught snippets like "not many options" and "unnecessary pain’ and "too late". "We can try" they said "but 


the probability is low..” 


| remember the car ride home. The silence. | wanted to say something to you, anything, but | didn't know... and 
you were just staring out the windshield, biting your lip and wringing your hands, eager to get out of there. 


| remember not knowing what to say to everyone when we got back. How do you say something like that when 


you can't even admit it to yourself? 
Im pretty sure Jaska cried 

You told me that you were going to be just fine. You said that you were strong, | just couldn't believe. 
It didnt seem real. Life was just a bad dream 

Days went by. And then weeks went by. 

| remember how sick the treatment made you. 

| remember that | rarely if ever left your side. Time was just slipping away. 


| remember when you finally told me that you didn't want to do it anymore, that you wanted to live out the 


rest of your life in peace, with me, not getting some treatment in a hospital that made you sick anyway. 
Everything from this period gets fuzzier every day Alexi. 

| remember sitting on your bed and laughing with you, my laugh fading when yours would turn into coughs, 
hacking coughs that made me so scared that you might stop breathing that tears sprung to my eyes. | really 
clearly remember just how big your eyes looked to me, how you played guitar all the time, trying to get in 


every last moment because you were really gonna miss it. 


| remember hearing you cry in your sleep sometimes while you clung to me. 


The reaper was coming for you at last. 


| remember the morning that | woke up and your hair was framing your head perfectly, your lips parted just 


slightly, your eyes closed peacefully with thick eyelashes just scraping your cheekbones. You were perfect. 
| remember sitting there for some time because | didn't know what to do. | just looked at you and cupped your 
cheek, even though it was growing cold, and played with your hair like | did when we were twenty-two and 


naive. 


| remember bending down and wrapping my arms around your neck one last time, kissing you on the cheek and 


whispering in your ear "I'l always love you, Allu" like | used to do whenever you'd have your stupid doubts. 


Except this time you didn't say "I love you too Janne" back. You didn't smile. You didn't move to peck me on the 
lips. Your eyes stayed closed. 


| remember that after that | went into the kitchen and made a cup of coffee. My hands were shaking so bad | 


almost spilled it all over the place. | at least managed to dial the number though 
"Hello?" 

"Henkka?" | asked, trying to keep the tremor out of my voice 

"Janne? What -?" 


"Alexi, uh... Alexi's.. He.. he looks really, um, fucking peaceful in there. Yeah. Quiet, ya know? Doesn't look like 


he's, you know, in pain anymore." 

"Good, good, that's.. um.. really good Janne." 
"He's dead. Allu's, uh, yeah he's dead." 
Silence. Never ending silence. 

Fuck." | finally heard. Watery, wet, shaky. 


| remember going to your funeral, which pissed me off because they put you in a suit. You never wore suits. 


Lots of people came and there were lots of tears. | didn't cry. Everything was kind of a blur. 


The next few weeks consisted of throwing some things, having panic attacks and sobbing in the corner. And 


then those weeks became a year. It's been that long Alexi and still, every day is worse than the last. 


| remember yesterday looking at your guitars and wanting to smash them to bits, get rid of them. They just 


remind me of you, so much. But then | can't because | know you'd kill me if | so much as put a dent in one and 


| don't know, if they're still here then maybe, just maybe, you're on a really long vacation and are planning on 
coming back. Sometimes | hear music coming from another room and | run in, somehow expecting to see you 
plucking out a new tune, your head tilted to the side, staring at the fretboard with that look of concentration 
and intensity. But you're not there. 


Alexi | remember so many things and yet it's getting harder and harder to really remember you. What your 
skin felt like. What your hair smelled like. What your voice sounded like. Sometimes it's like you're some distant 


memory. Fuck, maybe you were never real. | haven't seen the guys in months. 


| know you told me to move on without you, find someone new, keep making music, blah blah blah. But it's like | 
lost a part of myself when you died. It's like the Janne you knew died too and so the promise | made died with 
us. | don't owe you anything. 


You carried such a light with you. You glowed. | don't know how to deal with the absence of light anymore 
Alexi. | don't know how many more days | can take of this. You don't know how much | want to hold you one 
last time, to see that beautiful blush crawl up your face again, to just feel you and hear you again. | regret 
not saying | love you enough. Not kissing you enough. Not being romantic because it was girly. | regret so 
much. 


Alexi | want to thank you for all the time you gave me and these wonderful memories I've committed to paper 
so that | can relive them. So that | can know you're real. | choose to remember you as the kid with the blonde 
hair on the beach whose eyes sparkled with dreams that were finally being achieved and hands that grasped 

mine eagerly, plump lips that pressed against my own quickly and embarrassedly, eyes downcast before looking 


up at me shyly. 

Those are the memories | needed to hear and see. 
I'm sorry Alexi. | love you. 

-Janne 


| studied the letter, the smudges where it seemed tears had landed, how the chicken scratch got increasingly 
jagged towards the end, before placing it back at the foot of the small grave. There were several flowers and 


some guitar picks. Otherwise the grave was somewhat forgotten, overgrown and splattered with mud. 


| looked up and watched as the man who had placed this paper here trudged away, long brown hair blowing in 
the harsh wind, holding a guitar, v-shaped, in his hand, very nearly dragging it in the mud, which would have 
really been a shame because the instrument was beautiful. 


He eventually settled under a tree about IDO yards away, dropping the guitar into the mud next to him, 
causing me to wince. He had his head resting on his knees, shoulders shaking and hands raking violently through 


his hair. | began to go walk up, maybe comfort him, but his next actions stopped me in my tracks. 


He stood up abruptly, gripping the guitar by the neck and smashing it into the tree |, 2, 3, 4 times with as 
much force as he could muster, effectively ruining the instrument permanently. Beyond repair. | just stood 
there, staring from a distance while his shoulders heaved. Then it appeared that he realized what he'd done 
and began frantically trying to put it back together, all in vain of course, until he finally just clutched the 


mangled carcass to himself and sobbed freely. 
I+ looked like he was having a panic attack of some sort, hyperventilating and shaking violently. He looked at the 
guitar and began shaking his head, | suppose refusing to believe that he'd done that. | shook my head as well 


and turned away. | couldn't help him. 


| bent down and traced my finger over the engraved letters A-L-E-X-I while saying them aloud, sounding out 


a name. Alexi. 

A lone tear ran down my face. 

Before | left | placed my own small slip of paper next to the much larger one. 
| didn't look back. 

Alexi- 


Sorry | couldn't save him. 


Henkka 


